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gentlemen, I will see nothing except your former kindness, and I will
give way to no other sentiments than those of gratitude. From the
bottom of my heart I thank you for what you have done for me.
You have given me a long term, which is now expired. I have per-
formed the conditions, and enjoyed all the profits to the full; and I
now surrender your estate into your hands without being in a single
tile or a single stone impaired or wasted by my use.
I have served the public for fifteen years ; I have served you in
particular for six. What is past is we!! stored. It is safe, and out of
the power of fortune. What is to come is in wiser hands than ours3
and He in whose hands it is best knows whether it is best for you
and me that I should be in Parliament, or even in the world.
Gentlemen, the melancholy event of yesterday reads to us an
awful lesson against being too much troubled about any of the
objects of ordinary ambition. The worthy gentleman who has been
snatched from us at the moment of the election, and in the middle of the
contest, while his desires were as warm and his hopes as eager as ours,
has feelingly told us what shadows we are, and what shadows we pursue.
It is no plaything you are about. I tremble when I consider the
trust I have presumed to ask. I confided perhaps too much in my
intentions. They were really fair and upright; and I am bold to
say that I ask no ill thing for you when, on parting from this place,
I pray that whomever you choose to succeed me, he may resemble me
exactly in all things except in my abilities to serve and my fortune to
please you.
A Bunch of Violets
npHBEE times this lovely thought of violets comes into English literature
Ji    the same thought in the mind of Shakespeare, Herrick, and Tennyson,
Shakespeare puts it into Hamlet, where the angry brother of the drowned
Ophelia cries to the churlish priest at her graveside :
Lay her i* the earth,
And from her fair and unpolluted flesh
May violets spring !    I tell thee, churlish priest,
A ministering angel shall my sister be
When thou liest howling.
Herrick puts it into his epitaph on his faithful maid Pro© :
In this little urn is laid
Prudence Baldwin, once my maid.
From whose happy spark here let
Spring the purple violet.
Tennyson puts it into In Memoriam at the grave of Arthur Hallana:
Tis well, tis something, we may stand
Where he in English earth is laid.
And from his ashes may be made
The violet of his native land.

